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bedroom I asked to see the head waiter and mentioned
the question of drink. Our interview was illuminating.
He seemed surprised to learn that cocktail, Manhattan
and Side-Car were not synonymous terms: and when
I explained that a wine-glass of gin and water laced
with. French Vermouth and tainted with lemon-peel
was not only not worth two shillings but tended to
irritate those to whom it was served, he seemed
aggrieved.
" It is carefully stirred," he insisted.
When I could master my emotion, I ordered some ice
and some glasses to be sent to our rooms exactly at
one o'clock. Then I went out in search of a wine-
merchant's shop. . . .
Pen in hand, Berry regarded my purchases with an
approving eye.
" This is quite American/' he said. " I suppose the
bar-tender's ideas ..."
*f Won't bear repetition," said I. " I can't have
Adfele eating out of that sorcerer's hand."
<f Quite so," said Berry, rising. " Quite so. Shall I
ring for some ice ? Only to try the shaker."
" When she comes in," I said firmly.
With an awful look, Berry returned to the letter
which he was writing his* wife.
/ regret, to say that your brother is making no
attempt to subdue those instincts which have been my
abiding sorrow for several years. Even the compilers oj
the Litany do not seem to have contemplated those
failings whiph he delights to indulge, and he has
lately developed a most distressing tendency to pro-
cpastination which as you kwm has never been among
my fauHs. Indeed, my cross is heavy . . .
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